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Influence of the Fine Arts. 


TO humanize and foften the ferocious paf- 
fions of man, is an object of the firft impor- 
tance to the enjoyment of focial happinefs. 
The natural rudenefs of his manners muft be 
refined, the favage hardnefs of his heart re- 
moved, and the tender fympathetic feelings 
cherithed. The cultivation of the fine arts 
has a very happy tendency to produce thefe 
falutary effects. 

Never would civilization have been fo rap- 
idly advanced, never would refinement have 
been carried to fo great a height, nor the 
bleflings of civil fociety have been enjoyed to 
their prefent extent, had not the fine arts been 
fuccefsfully cultivated. Their happy influence 
on the mind of man ennobles his nature, and 
renders him fufceptible of the tender emotions 
of fympathy and compaflion. <A reciprocal 
exchange of affections, a mutual participation 
in each other’s joys and woes, and a true tafte 
for the {weets of focial life, con{titute the bafis 
of human felicitv. Thefe the fine arts are 
calculated to inipire. Where is the rational 
fon of learning, who is not touched with the 
pathetic itrains of the poet ? Where the heart, 
that does not feel a gentle glow at the melodi- 
ous founds of mufic ? The works of ornament, 
painting, architefure, fculpture, and garden- 
ing, afford that agreeable variety, and excite 
thofe pleafant emotions, with which the human 
mind is conitantly enraptured. 

in a rude [tate of fociety, when civilization 
has made fmall progrefs among a people, when 
the bleflings, that attend peace, harmony, and 
friendihip, are but little experienced ; but the 
forging of arms, and the hoarfe mufic of the 
trumpet engrols the attention ; we find but 
few traces of the fine arts. But when the in- 
{truments of war are laid afide, and the arts 
of peace are cultivated, the votaries of the 
mules begin to appear. They extol with the 
charms ot verfe, the praifes of their heroes, re- 
claim their countrymen from the habits of a 
iavage lite, and mtpire them with a relifh for 
the more noble employments of focial inter- 
courte. A taite for refined embellifhments is 
formed, folitary wilds are converted mto pop- 
wlous cities, the lofty {pire and ftately dome 
bezin to exhibit cheir majeitic appearance, and 
man, gradually fubduing his roving difpofition, 
becomes a civilized being. H. 
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HE is not to be confidered incorrigible, 
who, having for a long ttme embraced a wrong 
tenet, is at length convinced of his error. 

That the A/Acif, whofe actions are in perfect 
coincidence with his belief, may be difluaded 
ir x fuch erroneous ideas, by the 


rom entertain. 





arguments and reafons of thofe, who have juft 
conceptions of the Deity, and live in the exer- 
cife of piety and religion, is verified from a cir- 
cumftance, which lately occurred, of the laft 
admonitions of a dying father to his fon. 

Being fenfible, that ‘ life’slaft fpark’ was juft 
expiring, he requefted a private interview with 
his only fon, whom he addrefled as follows :-— 
“ My dear Henry, you are about to hear the 
laft words, and receive the laft admonition of a 
dying parent. You are undoubtedly perfuad- 
ed, that your paft condué has not been agreea.- 
ble to my wifhes ; and would to God you 
were alfo perfuaded, that the notions, which 
you have fo long fondly embraced, are errone- 
ous and repugnant to every principle of reafon 
and juftice. So often have I remonftrated 
againit your atheiftical ideas, that though you 
infifted on the juftnefs of them, you could not 
forget my reproof.—That the exiftence of all 
created things, is the refult of infinite power, 
wifdom and goodnefs, you cannot deny, either 
from nature or revelation ; for in the former, 
it is folly in the extreme to fuppote, that the 
objects, which are conftantly prefented to our 
view, were brought into being by the fortuitous 
concurrence of atoms; and in the latter, we 
are directly informed of the power, glory and 
attributes of God. Reafon mult have taught 
you, that matter of itfelf is ina@ive, and that 
life could not have been the refult of that, 
which had not the power to produce it. We 
are loft in a labyrinth of abfurdity, when we 
endeavour to perfuade ourfelves, that matter of 
itfelf poffefles the power to produce life, inde- 
pendent of any primitive, a@ive caufe to aid it 
in its operations. Nor can we rationally fup- 
pofe, that an intelligent being, who is capable 
of exercifing his powers and faculties in the 
various {fpheres of life, could have derived his 
exiflence from mere pafive fubflance. Has 
any pretended friend inftilled fuch grofs ab- 
furdities into your mind, in order to withdraw 
your attention from thofe things, which con- 
cern your future welfare and happinefs ? If fo, 
no longer regard* his deadly infinuations, but 
leave him to the enjoyment of his unreaicnable, 
prepofterous theory. How often have you 
heard judicious difcourfes from the facred defk, 
inculcating a belief in the exiltence of that Be. 
ing, whofe power and goodnefs are unbound- 


ed, and on whom we are dependent for all the | 


bleflings of life ? Is not the clofing fcene of all 
tranfitory things, fufficiently calculated to im- 


prefs on your mind the folemn truth, that the : 


lives of all creatures are at the difpofal of an 
overruling Providence ? But my time ap- 
proaches—My dear fon, that the lait moments 
of your dying father may glide ferenely away ; 
that you may find happinefs here, and be pre- 
pared for eternal blifs hereafter, ere my eyes 
{hall be clofed forever, and my tongue be fi- 
lent in death ; make a determination, a /afting 
determination, to renounce the opinion, which 
you have fo fondly embraced, and conform 
your future days to the precepts of religion and 
piety. Do not’??—__——“ My father,” inter- 
rupted Henry, ‘ die in peace—with the affur- 


4 





ance that you have convinced me, and that I 
believe in the exiftence of a God—that my 
life fhall be fpent in his fervice and for the 
promotion of his glory.’”? With the tear of 
parental affection in his eye, the old gentleman 
feized the hand of his fon, looked towards 
Heaven, breathed his laft prayer, and fmiled 
ferenely inthe arms of death ! 
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PROSPERITY ann ADVERSITY. 


LIFE is a fcene in which every one has an 
important part afligned, and on the well or ill 
performance of which, his happinefs or mifery 
depends. It is diverfified with a fucceffion of 
good and evil, of profperity and adverfity ; 
each tending to promote fome important end, 
and to advance the general welfare. Although 
profperity cannot be confidered an evil, it is 
in the highelt degree fatal and dangerous.— 
Experience and obfervation fully prove the 
truth of thistemark. Diffatisfied with what 
we poflefs, and eager to acquire more, we fre- 
quently rufh on, heedlefs and precipitate, to ir- 
retrievableruin. We are deceived by the glare 
of wealth ; we are captivated by pomp, and 
fhow, and glittering equipage ; and with what- 
ever is grand or {plendid, we aflociate the idea of 
fuperlative excellence. But riches areno certain 
mark of happinefs. They create in their pof- 
leifor, arrogance, pride and vanity, and often 
prove his ruin. He is furrounded by flatter- 
ers, who, under the cloak of friendthip, feck 
his deftru@ion ; who inthe day of adverfity 
will difappear like dew before the fun. We 
cannot be too circumf{pect in profperity ; the 
lealt impropriety will be painted by our ene.. 
mies in the moft glaring colours, and vices, 
which in themfelves are too {mall for micro- 
fcopic obfervation, will be magnified, by the 
eye of envy, into crimes which fhould brand 
their pofleffor with eternal difyrace. Such are 
the evils, which attend mankind, fo long as 
they fhare the fmiles of fortune. 

On the other hand, the evils we fuffer from 
adverfity, are neither fo great nor fo injurious 
as many imagine. It teaches a lefion which 
every one ought to learn. It teaches us how 
to bear misfortune ; the value we onght to fet 
upon the trappings and ornaments of wealth ; 
and to live above the frowns or flatteries of a 
capricious world. In adverfity we can deter- 
mine who are our triends, and who are not : 
we can know what dependence may be placed 
on human affiftance ; and we have an opportn- 
nity of acquiring a knowledge of human na- 
ture, not to be obtained in any other fituation. 
To a perfon, unacquainted with literature, ad- 
verfe fcenes appear formidable and dreary ; 
but he who has cultivated his mind, and im- 
proved his faculties, has a refource which will 
enable him to view any fituation with the 
calmnefs ofa Philofopher. We fhould be care- 
fal, not to reckon upon too much happinels in 


p ofperity, nor too much mifery in adveriity ; 
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hut endeavour to maintain that equanimity of 
mind which is neither elated with the one, nor, 
depreffed with the other. 
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Man, unhappy without the light of Revelation. 


‘s How weak the barrier mere nature proves, 
“* Oppos’d againft the pleafures nature loves.’ 


Surrounded by objects calculated to amufe 
the fancy, and beguile the thoughtlefs. and. in- 
experienced from the path. of rectitude, we 
ftand in need of all the weapons againit vice, 
which virtue and reafon and religion can af- 
ford. Although nature is, in every refpect, 
ftamped with the feal of divine perfection ; 
although, in the works of God, we may read 
in the taireft chara&ers his wifdom, goodnels 
and power ; yet the temptations of pleafure 
with an irrefiltible force allure us from their 
contemplation. ‘Lhe paffions call loudly for 
gratification ; envy and malice canker every 
breaft ; hatred and revenge boil in every vein ; 
and torrents of vice and paffion fweep away 
the feeble mounds, which nature has oppofed to 
their progrefs. But the fancied pleatures of 
diffipation are but momentary ; poverty and 
wretchednefs are their companions, and vice 
and infidelity follow in.their train. The ‘dim 
light of nature’ fcarcely enables us. to trace 
their effeé&s on ourfelves, without confidering 
our relation to our friends, our country, and 
our God. The indulgence of the paflions 
promifes happinefs ; but pain and milery are 
the fruits of it. TTo day we indulge ourfelves 
in golden. dreams of happineis, and fancy 
points to us all the joys and pleafures of Ma- 
homet’s paradife ; but tomorrow difeafe waftes 
our bodies, death vifits us unprepared, and all 
our promifed joys vanilh forever. Senfual 
pleafures are fhort and deceitful, We purfue 
them with eagernefs, expecting they will con- 
fer happine{s, which, we endeavour by thefe 
means to embrace, but it eludes our grafp.— 
Religion, the child of Heaven turns the mind 
from theie vain puriuits, and ‘ points to purer 
joys beyond the {fkies.’ 

To the Atheilt, who has never felt the fatis- 
faftion of aa approving confcience, pleafure is 
unknown. At home, a melancholy gloom 
refts upon his countenance ; in the circle of 
his friends, the {mile of innocence never lights 
up a {mile on his cheek ; in his dying moments, 
horror feizes his foul, and futurity is abfcured 
by clouds and ‘ darknefs vifible.’-—Nature may 
warn and invite, bnt virtue and religion pe- 
remptorily command us to fhun the fatal rocks 
and whirlpools of vice. If we obey thofe com- 
mands, the voyage of life will be delightful, 
on an ocean calm and ferene ; if we neglect 
them, the ftorms of paffion will daily drive 
us farther from the fhores of peace, innocence, 
aud happinefs, to which, alas! we may never 
more return. : S. 








SELECTIONS. 








From the-Stranger in Franee. 
FRENCH CRUELTY. 

THE Englifh convent, or as it is called, the 
convent of blue nuns, in the Rue de St. Vic- 
toire, is the only eftablifhment of the kind, 
which throughout the republic, has furvived 
the revolution. To what caufe its exclufive 
protection is attributable, is not, I believe cor- 
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realy known. But though this fpot of facred 
feclufion, has efcaped the final ftroke of exter- 
mination, it has fuftained an ample thare of the 
general defolation, During the time of terror, 
it was converted into the crowded prifon of the 
female nobility, who were here confined, and 
afterwards dragged from its cloifters, and 
butehered by the guillotine, or the daggers of at- 
faffins. I had a letter of introduétion to Mrs. 
S , one of the filterhood, a lady of diltin- 
guifhed family in England. I found her in the 
refetory. A dignified dejection over{pread 
her countenance, and her figure feemed’ much 
emaciated by the fcenes of horrer through 
which fhe had paffed. She informed me, that 








when the nuns were in a ftate of arreftation by | 
the order of Robefpierre, the convent was fo 


crowded with prifoners, that they were obliged | 
toeat their wretched meals in three different di- | 
vifions. The places of the unhappy beings who | 
were led off to execution, were immediately fill. | 
ed by frefh victims. 

Amongtt thofe who fuffered, was the beauti-_ 
ful young duchefle de Biron, faid to be one of 
the lovelieft women of the French court. Her | 
fate was fingular, and horrible. 
two of the affitant executioners came into one 
of the rooms, and called upon the female citizen 
Biron to come forward, meaning the old duch- 
effe de Biron, the mother, who was here immur.- 
ed with her daughter ; fome one faid, which of 
them do you require ? The hell-hounds replied, | 


“Our order was for one only, but as there are | 
* two, we will have both that there may be no 
“error.” ‘The mother and daughter were tak- 


One morning, ! 





en away, lecked fenfelefs in each others arms. 


When the cart which carried them arrived at} 


the foot of the fceaffold, the chief executioner 


found two of that name in the convent, and to' 
prevent miftake, they had brought both. The 
principal, with perie& fang froid, faid it was all 
well, wrote with a pencil the article “ les’’ be- 
fore the name Biron, to which he added an s, 
and immediately beheaded both ! ! ! 





REFINING WATER. 

AN invention has lately made its appear- 
ance in Paris, which is as full of utility as it is 
of genius. A houfe has been lately opened for 
the fale of filtrating and purifying vates, to 
which the ingenious conftructor has given the 
moft elegant Etrufean fhapes. They are ca- 
pable of refining the moft fetid and corrupt 
water, by a procefs which in its operation, lafts 
about four minutes. The principle is the fame 
as in nature. The foul water is thrown into 
the vafe, where it paffes through various {trata 
of earth, which are compreffed in a feries of lit- 
tle apartments, which retain its offenfive parti- 
cles, and from which it iffues as clear and as 
fweet asrock water. This difcovery will prove 
of infinite confequence to families who refide in 
the maritime parts of Holland, and to many 
inland towns in France, where the water is fre- 
quently very bad. 1 moft cordially hope that 
the inventor will meet with the remuneration 
which is due to his humane philofophy. 





Parallel or Contraft between Avvison and Joun- 
SON. 

Comparifons have been formed between the 

Rambler and its predeceffors, or rather between 

the genius of Johnfon and of Addifon ; but 





thefe have generally ended in difcovering a to- 


tal want of refemblance.—As they were bo:), 
original writers, they mutt be tried, if tried a: 
all, by laws applicable to their refpeétive attri. 
butes. But neither had a predeceffor, We 
can find no humour like Addifon’s ; no ener. 
gy and dignity like Johnfon’s. They had noth. 
ing in common, but moral excellence of char. 
acter ; they could not have exchanged ftyles 
for anhour. Yet there is one refpeét in which 
we mult give Addifon the preference—more 
general utility. His writings would have been. 
underitood. at any period ; Johnfon’s would 
have been perhaps unintelligible a century ago, 
and are calculated for the more improved and 
liberal education now fo common.—In both, 
however, what was peculiar was natural. The 
earlieft of Dr. Johnfon’s works confirm this ; 
and from the moment he could write at all, he 
wrote in ftately periods ; and his converfation 
from firlt till laft{ abounded in the peculiarities 
of his compofition. In general we may fay, 
with Seneca—Riget ejus oratio, nihil in ea placi- 
dum, nihil lene. Addiion’s ftyle was the dire& 
reverie of this. If the ** Lives of the Poets” 
be thought an exception to Dr. Johnfon’s gen. 
eral habit of writing, let it be remembered that 
he was for the moft’part confined to dates and 
facts, to illuftrations, and criticifms, and quo- 
tations ; but when he indulged himfeif in mora} 
reflections, to which he delighted to recur, we 
have again the vigour and loftinefs of the Ram- 


ibler, and only mifs fome of what have been 


termed his hard words. 

Addifon principally excelled in the obferva: 
tion of manners, and in that exquifite ridicule 
he threw on the minute improprieties of life. 
Johnfon, although by no means ignorant of 


: ; life and manners, could not defcend to familiar- 
looked at his paper, which contained a lift of | ities with tucker y 


his. victims, and faw the name of only one Bi-! 
ron ;. the affitants informed him that they. 


and commodes, with fans and 
petticoats. A fcholar by profeflion, and a wri- 
ter from neceflity, he loved to bring forward 
fubjects fo near and dear as the difappointments 
of authors—the dangers and miferies of litera- 
ry eminence—anxieties of literature—contrari- 
ety of criticiim—miferies of patronage—value 
of fame—caufesof the contentment of the learn- 
ed—prejudicesandcaprices of criticifm—vanity 
of an author’s expectations—meannefs of dedi- 
cation—neceflity of literary courage 4 and ail 
thofe other fubjeéts that relate to authors and 
their connexion with the public. Sometimes 
whole papers are devoted to what may be term- 
ed the perional concerns of men of literature 3. 
and incidental reflections are every where inter- 
fperied for the inflruction or caution of the 
fame clats. 

When he treats of common life and manners, 
it has been obferved that he gives to the lowelt 
of his correfpondents the famé ftyle and lotty 
periods ; and it may alfo be noticed, that the 
ridicule he attempts ts in fome cates contidera- 
bly heightened by this very want of accommo- 
dation of character. Yet it muft be allowed that 
the levity and giddineis of coquettes and fine 
ladies are expreiled with difficulty in the John- 
fonian language.—It has been objeéted alfo 
that even the names of his ladies have very lit- 
tle of the air of court or city, as Zofima, Prop- 
erantia, &c.—LEvery age feems to have its pe- 
culiar names of fiction. In the Spedctater’s 
time the Damons and Phillifes, the Amintors, 
Amandas and Cleopatras, &c. were the repre 
fentatives of every virtue and every folly.— 
Thefe were fucceeded by the Philamonts, ‘l'en- 
derillas, Timoleons, Seomanthes, Pantheas, A- 
draftas and Bellimantes ; names to which Mrs. 
Heywood gave currency in her Fernale Spec- 
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tator ; and from which, at no great diftance of 
time, Dr. Johnion appears to have taken his 
Zephyrettas, ‘T'rypherufes, Nitellas, Mifothe- 
as, Vagarios, and Flirtillas. 


{ Chalmers’ ed. Brit. Effayifts. 


From the Port Fotro. 


CONSOLATION. 


TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH. 

The great philofopher Citophilus, faid one 
Gay toalady who was overwhelmed with grief, 
and had jult caufe to be fo, Madam, the queen 
of England, daughter of the great Henry IV, 
has been as unfortunate as yourfelf; fhe was 
driven from her kingdom; fhe narrowly efcap- 
ed thipwreck on the ocean ; fhe witneffed the 
death of her royal hufband on the fcaffold. I 
am very forry for her, replied the lady ; and 
the began to thed tears at her own misfortunes. 

But, faid Citophilus, remember Mary Stu- 
art: fhe entertained a very chafte affection for 
a gallant mutician. Her hufband killed her 
mufician in her prefence ; and afterwards, her 
good friend and kind relation, Queen Eliza- 
beth, who called herfelfa virgin, caufed her 
head to be fevered from her body, on a feaf- 
fold arrayed in black, after having detained her 
in prifon eighteen years. ‘That was very cru- 
el, replied the lady ; and fhe was again plung- 


_ ed in melancholy. 


You have perhaps, faid the confoler, heard of 
the beautiful Joan of Naples, who was made 
prifoner and ftrangled ? I have a confufed re- 
collection of it, faid the afflicted lady. 

I muft relate to you, faid Citophilus, the ad- 
venture of a princefs who was in my time de- 
throned after fupper, and died in a defert ifland. 
[ am acquainted with her hiftory, replied the 
lady. 

Well then, I will inform you of what hap- 
pened to another great princefs, whom I in- 
{truéted in philofophy. She, like all other 
great and beautiful princefles, had a lover.— 
Her father entered her chamber, and furprifed 
the lover, whofe face was all on fire, and whofe 
eyes {parkled like a carbuncle ; the complex- 
ion of the lady was allo extremely animated.— 
The countenance of the young man fo much 
difpleafed the father, that he infliéted upon it 
the molt violent blow that had ever been given 
inhis province. The lover feized a pair of 
tongs, and broke the father’s head, which was 
with difficulty cured, and {till bears the mark 
of the wound. The princefs in a fit of defpair, 
leapt through the window, and diflocated her 
ancle ; and fhe at this day limps, although in 
other refpects her port and perfon are admira 
ble. The lover was condemned to death for 
having broken the head of a great prince.— 
You may judge of the fituation of the princefs, 
when her lover was led to the gallows. I fre- 
quently faw her whilft fhe wasin prifon; fhe 
never {poke of any thing but her misfortunes. 

Why then, replied the lady, will you not per- 
mit me to think of mine? Becanfe, faid the 
philofopher, you ought not to think of them, 
und as io many great women have been fo un- 
fortunate, it is unbecoming in you te defpair. 
‘Think of Hecuba; think of Niobe. Ah ! faid 
the lady, had 1 lived in their timé, or in that of 
the beautiful princeffes, whom you have men- 
tioned, and if, by way of confolation, you had 
recounted to them my mistortunes, do you 
think they would have littened to you ? 

On the fucceeding day, the philofopher loft 


his only fon, and his exceflive grief almoft | 
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threatened his exiftence. The lady made out 
a lift of allthe kings who had loft their chil- 
dren, and prefented it to the philofopher ; 
he read it, found it perfectly correct, but his 
tears ceafed not to flow. After a lapfe of three 
months they met, and were iurprifed to find 
each other in fo gaya mood. They erected a 
beautiful ftatue to Time, with this infeription : 
To him, who brings confolation. 


eee 








MISCELLANEOUS. 


A SONG ON MAY MORNING. 


BY MILTON. 
Now the bright morning ftar, day’s harbinger, 
Comes dancing from the Eaft, and leads with 
her, 
The flow’ry May, who from her green lap 
throws 
The yellow cowflip, and the pale primrofe. 
Hail bounteous May ! that dott infpire 
Mirth, and youth, and warm defire ; 
Woods and groves are of thy dreffing, 
Hill and dale doth boaft thy bleffing. 
Thus we falute thee with our early tong, 
And welcome thee, and wifh thee long. 





The flrength of virtue and impotence of vice are 
beautifully portrayed, by Mirzon, in the enfuing lines. 
This I hold frm, 

Virtue may be affail’d, but never hurt ; 

Sut pris’d by unjuft force, but not inthrall’d ; 
Yea even that which Mifchief meant moft harm, 
Shall in the happy trial prove moft glory ; 

But evil on itfelt fhall back recoil, 

And mix no more with goodnefs, when at laft 
Gather’d like feum, and fettled to itielf, 

It fhall be in eternal reitleis change, 

Self-fed and felf:confumed ; if this fail, 

The pillow’d firmament is tottenneis, | 

And earth’s bate built on ftubble. 


SORROWS OF WERTER. 


We have, for fome time, been in pofleffion 
of a faét, which may not be uninterefting to 
the readers of novels. 

The novel under the title of “ The Sorrows 
of Werter,” has generally been fuppoled to be 
a fiction ; but it is a real hiftory of events 
which did aétually take place. A gentleman 
from abroad, has related to tus, that he was 
well acquainted with Lieut. Immelhaufen, of 
his Britannic Majefty’s 60th Regiment of foot, 
who is a full coufin to Charlotte. Lieut. Im- 
melhaufen informed him, that the events, as 
related in *“* The Sorrows of Werter,” were 
ftriétly true, except that Charlotte was not fo 
handfome as fhe had been there reprefented— 
and that fhe is ftill living—while Werter moul- 
ders in the duft. 

The above may be relied on. The gentle- 
man who related it, is of undoubted veracity ; 
and feveral German officers of his acquaint- 
ance, in the Britith fervice, alfo aflured him of 
its being ftriétly true, they having known the 
parties. —Freeman’s Jourual. 

Sa 
THE PORT FOL/0. 

The Editor of this valuable paper informs us, 
that “on the fourth of January 1806, No. I, 
of the Port Folio, will be the initial paper of 
'a NEw series, publifhed weekly, in the Maga- 
| zine ftyle, evithout any augmentation of price, 
‘and with an increafe of materials, {pirit, and 
vigour.” 

We hope that the wealthy and the /i/eral will 
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beftow their goldca approbation onthe labors of 
an elegant fcholar, and foftera work which 
does honor to our country. 








COMPENDIUM OF NEWS. 





The St. Andrew’s Society, at New-York, 
has pafled a refolution, offered by Dr. Tillary, 
to ere& a plain, neat Monumenr in memory 
of that great and good man, Major-General 
Hamitrton, on the ipot where he received the 
wound which terminated in his death, and 
which deptived America of her greatett pride 
and ornament. 





The very intérefting and important caufe 
between the Commonwealth of Pennfylvania 
and Jofeph Dennie, Efy. who was indiéed, 
July, 1803, for a fuppofed libel on the Contti- 
tutions of the United States, Penniylvania, &c. 
has been decided in favor of the Defendant. 





A periodical work will fhortly be publifhed 
in Bofton, entitled the Pozrantxos. Each 
number will be embellifhed with the portrait 
of fome diftingtifhed character ; and is intend- 
ed to contain Biographical Sketches, particu- 
larly of thofe who have diftinguifhed them- 
felves in America, Moral and Literary Effays, 
Hiftory, Theatrical Notices, Poetry, &c. The 
firft number will be ornamented with an ele- 
gant portrait of Commodore Preble, from an 
original likenefs, taken at Naples. 





Meiflrs, Lincoln and Gleafon of Hartford are 
about to publith a new and interefting work, 
entitled, “ A Northern Summer ; or Travels 
round the Bultic, through Denmark, Sweden, 
Ruflia, Pruffia, and part of Germany, in the 
year 1804 3 by John Carr, Efq. author of the 
“* Stranger in France.’ The work will be print 
ed in one volume, duodecimo, containing about 
400 pages. Price, 1 dollar and 25 cents. 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


EvceEnio’s poetry is received. We hope he 
will continue to ornament our celimns with 
his valuable productions. 

The Literary Work/hop, No. 3, was received 
too late for infertion in the prefent number. 

The bundle of profe, politely communicated 
to us a few days fince, we have but partly ex. 
amined. One of the pieces will be found in 
this number. 

We acknowledge the receipt of a piece, fign- 
ed Hiero, 

“ Jn rhyme, or profe, or both together, 
Or fane hotchpotch that’s rightly neither 3” 
but have no room for it in the Tablet. 

When thall we hear again from A. Z. ? 





MARRIED, 
In Bofton, the Rev. Thomas Paul, to Mis 
Catharine Waterhoufe. 
In Concord, N. H. Mr. Phinehas Eaf'man. 
of Salifbury, to Miis Judith Gale ;—Mr. Barn- 
atd Bricket, of Pembroke, to Mifs Betiey 


Virgin. 
wirw 
DIED, 

In Bofton, Mr. John Stillman, fon of the 
Rev. Dr. S. Stillman, aged 33. 

In Amherft, x. #. widow Hannah Lovejoy, 
aged 101 years, 7 months and 13 days. She 
had 11 children, 51 grand-children, 223 of the 
third generation, and 51 of the fourth genera- 
tion. Total 336 defcendants. 
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FOR THE LITERARY TABLET. 








4 HINT TO NOBODY. 


NOR rofes nor pinks will endure, 
But the fpace of a day ; 
Created to ihine and allure, 
And then go to decay. 


When withered, no power they retain, 
To decoy and difarm ; 

E’en Flora ’ll difcard them as vain, 
And invent fome new charm. 


An emblem of beauty fo fair, 
In a flower we may find ; 
Then hafte, handfome Flora, prepare,— 
A few charms of the mind. 
MONOS. 


FOR THE LITERARY TABLET. 


Pkafant Hill, Nov. 1805. 
TO EUGENIO. 
THE peafant had forgot his fong, 


The radient moon arofe ; 
The curfew fiill’d the bufy throng, 
And urg’d them to repofe : 
When late I wander’d, tancy-led, 
Invited by the breeze ; 
To weep at Mary’s clay-cold bed, 
And figh to lift’ning trees. 
Unhappy; hopelefs youth,’ I cried, 
O’er Mary’s grafly urn ; 
‘ No, Heav’n forbid,’ a voice repli’d, 
_ And fpoke a kind return. 
‘ Forbear,’ [ heard, ‘ this form to fly— 
‘ Supprefs thy ardent flame— 
‘ I vifit earth—my throne’s on high, 
‘ Minerva is my name. 
‘ Know, that the foul of Mary’s bleft, 
‘An angels’ faithful care ; 
‘ That thou may’ft find her happy reft, 
‘ And live immortal there. 
‘ Of all my train, a Son I boaft— 
© Souhegan’s fav’rite Bard ; 
‘ Whoie mellow harp can ne’er be loft, 
‘ While I the willow guard. 
‘ Receive, from me, a wreath of fame, 
‘Convey it to my fon ; 
‘ Convey it in Minerva’s name, 
‘'Lhe prize he’s richly won.’ 
I bow’d confent—the goddefs fied, 
On new-fledg’d pinions borne, 
And beams of bright effulgence fhed, 
Pure as the rays of morn. 
For thee, Eugenio, is the boon, 
Committed to my trult ; 
Nor think the prize beltow’d too foon— 
Minerva deems it jutt. Hermes. 


THE LITERARY TABLET. 


Starting and fhiv’ring in the unconftant wind, 
Meager and pale the ghoft of what I was, 
Beneath fome blafted tree I lie reclin’d, 

And count the filent moments as they pafs— 


The winged moments whofe unitaying {peed 

No art can ftop, or in their courle arrett ; 

Whofe flight fhall fhortly count me with the 
dead 

And lay me down in peace with them that 
reit. 


Oft morning dreams prefage approaching fate ; 
And morning dreams, as poets tell, are true ; 
Led by pale gholts, I enter death’s dark gate, 
And bid the realms of light and life adieu. 


I hear the helplefs wail, the fhriek of woe ; 

I fee the muddy wave, the dreary fhore, 
The fluggith ftreams that flowly creep below, 
Which mortals vifit, and return no more. 


Farewel, ye blooming fields! ye cheerful plains! 

Enough for me the church-yard’s lonely 
mound, 

Where melancholy with ftill filence reigns, 

And the rank grafs waves o’er the cheerlefs 
ground. 


There let me wander at the clofe of eve, 

When fleep fits dewy on the laborer’s eyes, 

The world and all its bufy follies leave, 

And talk with wifdom where my Darunis 
lies. 


There let me fleep forgotten in the clay, 

When death ihall fhut thefe weary aching 
eyes, 

Reft in the hopes of an eternal day, 

Till the long night is gone and the laf morn 
arife. 





From the Farmer's Cabinet, 
ODE ON PLEASURE. 


SAY, where is Preasure to be found ? 
Is it in fafhion’s giddy round, 

Where folly bears the {way ? 

Oh no! ’tis inthe calm retreat 

Where love and friendfhip, jointly greet, 
And all the focial virtues meet, 


That Pleafure rules the day. 


Is it to flaunt in rich array, 

To walte the morn of life away 

In fenfelefs, taftelefs toys ? 

Ob no! ’tis ftoring well the mind 
With ufeful-knowledge, quite refin’d, 
And contemplation {weet, defign’d 
To yield fubftantial joys. 


Or is it in feduétion’s wiles, 
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Where cringing falfehood, bowing, fmiles 
To lure th’ unwary fair ? 

Oh no ! ’tisin the leafy grove, 

With th’ chafte, rofeate maid to rove 


(The following beautiful lines are taken from a poem, 
written, while in a deep confumption, by Micuazt 
Bruce, a natural poet of Kinrosfhire, in Scotland. 
He died about the age of twenty-two, beloved by 
all his acquaintance, and lamented by every friend 
of genius and worth.) 


NOW fpring returns ; but not to me returns 
The vernal joy my better years have known; 


Where inftiné& prompts to virtuous love, 
Which yields its pleafures rare. 


Is it to fpurn the hungry poor, 

To drive the needy from the door, 
And ridicule th’ opprefs’d ? 

Oh no! ’tis, with a mild reply, 

To wipe the tear from forrow’s eye, 

To heave the fympathetic figh, 





Dim in my breatt life’s dying taper burns, 
And all the joys of life with health are flown. | 


And calm the troubled breatt, 




















































Is it at brothels, late to féatt, 
To quaff and revel, laugh and jeft, 


The haunts of guilt and pride ? 


Tis in the chriftian’s peaceful dome, 
Where the poor orphan, doom’d to roam, 
And widow, find a welcome home, 


And all their wants fuppli’d. 


Is it to join the factious crowd, 
The gay, the haughty, and the proud, 


And flattery refound? 


*Tis in the manfions of the bleft, 
Where pure affection warms the breaft, 
And {weet contentment foothes to reft, 


That pleafure’s to be found. 
EUGENIO. 


A Pears, in the profpe® of Death. 


BY ROBERT BURNS. 





O Thou unknown, Almighty Caufe 


Of all my hope and fear ! 


In whofe dread Prefence, ere an hour, 


Perhaps I muft appear ! 


If I have wander’d in thofe paths 


Of life I ought to fhun ; 


As Something, loudly, in my breaft, 


Remonittrates I have done : 


Thou know’ ft that Thou haft formed me 


With Paflions wild and {trong ; 


And liltning to their witching voice 


Has often led me wrong. 


Where human weafue/s has come fhort, 
Or frailty flept afide, 

Do Thou, A//-Good ! for fuch Thou art, 
In thades of darkneis hide. 


Where with istention I have err’d, 

No other Plea I have, 

But, Thou art good ; and Goodaefs fill 
Delighteth to forgive. 


EPIGRAMS. 

From the Port Fol: 
“Pay me my money !” Robin cried 
To Richard, whom he quickly {pied, 
And by the collar feiz’d the blade, © 
Swearing he’d be that moment paid ; 
3afe Richard inftant made reply, 
(And ftruck poor Robin in the eye) 
There’s my own mark, in black and white 
A note of hand, and paid at fight! 


Chloris will folitude admire, 
A wondrous lover of the dark ; 
Each night puts out her chamber fire, 
But juft keeps in a fingle fpark ! 


Till four fhe keeps herfelf alive, 
Warm’d by her piety, no doubt, 

Then, tir’d with kneeling, juft at five, 
She fighs—and lets that /park go out ! 





The glow which Chloe’s cheeks poffefs 

Is fomething more than Nature’s drefs ; 
Yet fuch her happy knack, 

Although fhe paints, there’s none can boatft, 

Of knowing which the ufes mott, 
Carmine or Coniack. 





Tro y Gaz. 


—— 
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